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rSKfucb adoe about Soothing. 


Mat. Willyoii then write me a Sonnet in praife of 
my bcautic ? 

Bene. In fo high a ftile Margaret, that no man lining 
(ball come ouer it, for in moft comely truth thou defer- 
ueft it. 

Afar. Tohaue noman come ouer me,why, (ball I al- 
waies keepe below (hires ? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth, 
it catches. 

Mar. And yours,as blunt as the Fencers foiles,which 
hit,but hurt not. 

Bene* A moft manly wit Margaret, it will not hurt a 
woman: and fo I pray thee call Beatrice , I giuc thee the 
bucklers. 

Mar ♦ Giue vs the fwords, wee haue bucklers of our 
owne. 

Bene . If you vfe them Margaret , you muft put in the 
pikes with a vice, and they arc dangerous weapons for 
Maides. 

Afar. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I thinke 
hath legges. Exit Margante. 

Ben. And therefore will comc.T he God of loue that 
(its aboue,and knowes me, and kuowes me, how pitti- 
full I deferue, Imeancinfin£in<> bucinlouine, Lean- 
der the good iwimmer, Troilous the firft imploicr of 
pandars, and a whole booke full of thefe quondam car¬ 
pet-mongers, whole name yet runne fmoothly in the e- 
ucn rode of a blanke verfe, w hy they were ncuer fo truc- 
ly turned ouer and ouer as my poore lelfe in loue: mar- 
rie I cannot (hew it rime,! haue tried,I can finde out no 
rime to Ladiebutbabie^ an innocent rime: for fcorne, 
home, a hard time : for fchoole foole, a babling time: 
verie ominous endings, no, I was not borne vndcr a ri¬ 
ming Planner, for I cannot wooc infeftiuall tearmes: 

Enter Beatrice. 

fvveetc "Beatrice would’ft thou come when I cal'd 
thee? 

Beat. Yea Signior,and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O ftay but till then. 

Beat. Then,is fpoken : fare you well now,and yet ere 
Igoe,let me goc with that I carnc,which is,with know¬ 
ing what hath paft betweeneyou and CUudi*. 

Bene. Onely foule words, and thereupon I will kifie 
thee. 

Beat . Foule words is but foule wind, and foule wind 
is but foule brcath,and foule breath is noifome, there¬ 
fore I will depart vnkift. 

Bene. Thou haft frighted the word out of his right 
fence,lo forcible is thy wit, but I muft tell theeplaincly, 
Claudio vndergocs my challenge,and either I mutt fhort- 
ly hearc from him, or I will fubferibe him a coward,and 
1 pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts didft 
thou firft fall in loue with me ? 

Beat. For them all together, which maintain’d fo 
politique aftate ofeuill, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them : but for which of 
my good parts did you firft fufrer leue for me ? 

Bene. Suffer loue! a good epithite,I do fuffer loue in- 
dcede,for I loue thee againft my will. 

Beat . In fpight of your heart I think,alas poore heart, 
if you fpight it for my fake,I will fpight it for yours,for 
I will neucr loue that which my friend hates. 

Bened. Thou and I are too wife to wooe peacca- 
blie. 

Bea . It appeares not in this confcffion 3 there*s not pne 
wife man among twentie that will praife himfclfc. • - 



Bene. An old, anoldinftance 

the time of good neighbours, if a man doe not * U 
this age his owne tombe ere he dies, hee ff a u C p Cl 
longer in monuments,then the Bcls ring,8cthe W 
weepes. - £ mdd( 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you? 

Ben. Qucftion,why an hower in clamour and a 
ter in rhewnae } thcrfore is it moft expedient for th . 
if Don worme (his confcience) finde no impediment 
the contrarie, to be the trumpet of bis owne vertu ^ 
I am to my felfe fo much for praifing my fclfc 
felfe will beare witneffe is praife worthie, and 
mc,how doth your cofin t 

Beat. Verie ill. 

Bene. And hovr doe you ? 

Beat. Verie ill too. 

Enter Vrfula. 

Bene. SerueGod,loue me,and inend,there willij. 
you too,for here comes one in hafte. 

Frf. Madam, you muft come to your Vnde v 
ders old coile at home, it is prooued my Ladie ft 
ro hath bin falfelie accufde, the Prince and 
mightilie abufde,and Donlohn is the author of all who 
is fled and gone; will you come prefentlic ? 

Beat. Willyougohearethisnewes Signior? 

Bene. I will liue in thy hcart,dic in thy lap,and be bu. 
ried in thy eies: and moreoucr, I will goc with thee to 
thy Vncles. £xm 

Enter Claudio.,Prince,and three *r foure with Takers. 

Clatt. Is this the monument of Letnato > 

Lord. It is my Lord. Epitaph. 

Done to death by {lander ores tongues. 

Was the Hero that here lies : 

Death in guerdon of her wrongs, 
dues her fame which newer dtes : 

So the life that dyed with [hame, 

Lines in death withglortotufame. 

Hang them there vpon the tombe , 

Praiflng her when / am dembe. 

(lau. Nowmufickfound & fingyourfolemnhynme 
Song. 

Pardon goddejje of the night, 

Thofe that flew thy virgin knight. 

For the which with fongs of woe. 

Round about her tombe they goe : 

Midnight afflfl our moncjhelpc tm toflgh aniprs*- 
Heartily , heauily. 

Cranesyawne andyeeldeyour dead. 

Till death be vttered, 

Heauenly {heauenly. 

(this right. 

Lo. Now vnto thy bones good night,yeerely willldo 
Prin. Good morrow matters, put your Torches ojit, 
The wolues hauepreied,and looke,the gentle day 
Before the wheeles ofPhcebus,round about 
Dapples the drowfic Eaft with fpots of grey: 

Thanks toyouall,andleaue vs,fare you well. 

flaH. Good morrow matters,each hisfeuerall way* 
Prin. Come let vs hence,and put on other weedes, 
And thcqTto Leonatots vie will goe. 

Clan. And Hymen new with luckier iflue fpeeds, 
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'''■nTfoTwhom we rendred vp this woe. 2 
° iccnatoflBene. Marg. Vrfda.old man frier. 


Exeunt. 

i .onato.Tene. Marg. r rjuta.ita. maimer,Her*. 

Hter 1 Did I not tell you (he was innocent ? 
fn<r 'c 0 are the Prince and Claudio who accus’d her, 

, U \. errour that you heard debater 
V P° n , Variant was in Lottie fault for this, 

„ u i againft her will as it appeares, 

Al ^ Se courfe of all the queftion. 

1° ^r c ll,I am glad that all things fort fo well. 

0 ' £nd foam I.beingelfe by faith enforc’d 
| young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 
i Well daughter,and you gentlewomen all. 


Well daughter, 

law into a chamber by your fclues, 


•^gf. 

» SPdie'n I fend for you,come hither mask’d: 
tT'Pnncc and Claudio promis’d by this howre 
To vifit me,you your office Bi'othcr 

Youniuft be f 3ther to y° ur brothers daughter, 

And cine her to youn g Claudio, Exeunt Ladies. 

A Old Which I will doc with*'-confirm’d countenance. 
Fricr,I muft intreat your paines,I thinke. 
f r icr. T© ^ oC vvhat Signior ? 

Bene* To binde rne,or vndoe me,one of them: 

Sirni otUonAto, truth it is good Signior, 

Your ncecc regards me with an eye of fauour. 

Leo. That eye my daughter lent her, 'cis moft true. 
Bene. And I doe with au eye of loue requite her. 

Leo.' The fight whereof I thinke you had froni me, 
From Chadto^ nd the Prince, but what’s your will? 

Bened. Your anfwer fir is Enigmatical!, 

But for my will, my will is, your good will 
May ftand with ours, this day to be conioyn’d. 

In the fiatc of honourable marriage, 

In which(good Frier)! fhall defire your helpc. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 
frier . Andmyhelpe. 

Enter Prince and Claudio, with attendants. 

Pun. Good morrow to this fairc affembly. 

Leo. Good morrow' Prince, good morrow Claudio : 
Weheere attend you,areyoti yet determin'd , 

To day to marry with my brothers daughter ? 

Claud. lie hold my minde were (lie an Ethiope. 

Leo. Call her forth brother,hercs the Frier ready. 
Prin. Good morrow Benedike, why what’s the matter? 
Thatyou haue fucha Februoriefacc, 

So full of froft, of ftorme,and clow'dineffc. 

(laud. I thinke he thinkes vpon the fauage bull: 
Tuff, feare not man, wee’ll tip thy homes with gold. 
And all Europa (hall reioyce at thee, 

As once Europa did at lufty loue. 

When he would play the noble beaft in loue. 

Ben. Bull loue fir, had an amiable low. 

And tome fuch ftrange bull leapt your fathers Cow, 

A got a Calfe in that fame ncblc feat. 

Much like to you,for you hauciuft his bleat. 

Enter brother t Hero, Beatrice,Margaret, Vrfula . 

Cla. For this I owe youihere comes other rcckning 3 . 
Which is the Lady I muft feize vpon ? 

Leo. This fame is (he, and I doe giue you her. 

Cla. Why then {he’s minc/weet let me fee your face. 
Leon. No that you (hal trot, till you take her hand - 
Before this Frier,and fweare to marry her. 

Qau. Giue me your handbcforc this holy Frier, 

I am your husband if you J ike of me. 

Efcr*. And when I liu’d I was your other wife. 

And when you lou d, you were my other husbands 
Clan. Another Here* 


Hero. Nothing certaincr. 

One/2Vr*dicd, bucldoeiiue. 

And furely as I liue, I am a maid* 

Trivu The former Hero, Hero that is dead. 

Leon. Shec died my Lord,but whiles her flander liuU 

Trier. All this amazement can I qualific, 

When after that the holy rites are ended. 

He tell you largely of fairc Heroes death : 

Mcane time let wonder feeme familiar, 

And to the chappell let vs prefently. 

Ben. Soft and fairc Frier,which is Beatrice} 

Beat. I anfwer to that name, what is your will ? 

Bene. Doe not you lone me? 

Beat. Why no^o more then reafon. 

Bene. Why then your Vncle,and chePrince^ & Clau¬ 
dio, haue beenc dccciued, they fworc you did. 

Beat. Doc not you loue mee ? 

Bene. Troth no, no more then reafom 

Beat. Why then my Colin Margaret and Vrfula 
Are much dccciu’d/or they did fweare you did. 

Bene. They fworc you were almott ficke for me. 

Beat. They fwore you were wcl-nye dead for me. 

Bene. Tis no matter jthen you doe not loue me? 

Beat. No truly,but in friendly recomp^ice. 

Leon. Come Cofin,I am fure you loue the gentlema. 

(Uu. And Ilebefwornc vpon’r, that he loues her. 
For heres a paper written in his band, 

A halting fonnet of his owne pure braine, 

Fafhioned to Beatrice. 

Hero. And heercs another, 

Writ in rny cofins hand, ftolne from her pocket. 
Containing her affe&ion vnto Benedicke. 

Bene. A miracle, here's our owne hands againft our 
hearts i come I will haue thee, but by this light I take 
cheeforpictie. 

Beat. I Woitld not denie you,biit by thi$ good day,! 
yeeld vpomgreat perfwafion, & partly to faue your life, 
for I was told, you were in a confuflipcion. 

Leon. Peace I will flop your mouth. 

Prin. How dott thou Bentdicke the married it nn ? 

Tene. lie tell thee what Prince : a Collcd^c ot witte- 
crackers cannot flout mee out of my huruour,doft thou 
think I care tor a Satyrc or an Epigram ? nj, ifa man will 
be beaten with braines,a fhall weare nothin jhandfomc 
abouc him: in bricfe.fintc I do purpofe to marry, J will ‘ 
thinke nothing to any purpofe that the world can fay a- 
gainft it, and therefore nener flout at me. Cor I haue laid 
againft it: for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con- 
clulion: for thy part Claudio, 1 did thinke to haue beaten 
thee,but in that thou art like to be my kinfman, liue vn- 
bruis’d, and loue my coufin. 

Cla. 1 had well hop’d f wouldft haue denied Beatrice ,y 
I might haue cudgel’d thee out of thy Angle life,to make 
thee a double dealer, which out ofqueftib thou wilt be, 
if my Couftn do not looke exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Comc.come, weare friends,let’s haue a dance 
ere wc are married,that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and ourwiueshccJes. 

Leon. Wee’ll haue dancing afterward. 

Bene. Firft,ofmy vvord,therfore play mufick.i’n'wf^ 
thou art fad,gct thee a wife,get theca wife, there is no 
ftaff more icuerend then one tipt with horn. Enter.Mef. 

Meffen. My Lord,your brother Iohn is tanc in flight. 
And brought with armed men backe to cMejfina, 

Bene. Thuikenot oh him till tomorrow, ile deuife 
thee braue puniffiment* for him: ftrike vp Pipers.jD<»»rf. 
_ L FINIS * 









































































